RALPH    RASHLEIGH
'she loomed very suspicions altogether"; but as she veered on
to another course when almost within hail and made away,
no further interest was taken in her that day. In the dense
haze of the following morning, however, she suddenly
appeared close to the Magnet? and almost at the moment she
was seen by the lookout-man, the sullen roar of a heavy gun
boomed across the morning quiet. Before the reverbera-
tions of the report had ceased, someone hailed the convict
ship in a foreign tongue. Captain Boltrope replied at once:
*An English convict ship bound from Portsmouth to New
South Wales/
The excitement promised by the gun's fire had roused
even Rashleigh from his bed, and he came up on deck at a
run. There he saw the schooner lying with flapping sails,
head to wind, and the officers of the Magnet^ including the
military, gathered on the poop. From the answering hail
from the schooner, it was patent that she was a foreigner
whose officers knew no English, and immediate confirma-
tion of the conjecture came with the running up of the gaudy
flag of Portugal on the stranger's gaff, simultaneously with
the firing of another gun.
'By hell, that gun was shotted!* roared the mate, looking
aloft as if following the flight of the ball.
"Then, Captain/ said the senior Army officer, 'it's about
time we got busy/
'Aye, aye, sir/ answered Boltrope eagerly; * we'll soon
test the stuff she's made of. Hoist away the Union Jack,
there! Mr. Trairs, jump below and hand up cartridges and
wads. Surgeon, will you turn out all your men from below
to help load, and run the guns in and out. You at the helm,
there,' he roared, 'bring the starboard side to bear. By the
Lord, you can have all the fighting you want, my pup of a
Portugeel'
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